
DYNAMITE 








MIDNIGHT 
IN MOSCOW 


written by, illustrated by, and cover art by 

HOWARD CHAYKIN 

colored by 

JESUS ABURTO 

lettered by 

KEN BRUZENAK 

special thanks to 

JERRY RIRENZ, ANTHONY TOWN, and MICHAEL USLAN 


IJYN/4MITE 

ass?' mm 

Bsriser- =§== 















FIVE YEARS SINCE THE 
DEFEAT OF THE AXIS... 


...FIVE YEARS SINCE THE 
DEPLOYMENT OF ATOMIC 
WEAPONS ON HIROSHIMA 
AND NAGASAKI. 


AND WHILE THE REST OF 
THE WORLD'S CITIES SLOWLY 
REBUILT THEMSELVES FROM 
THE DEVASTATION OF FIVE 
YEARS OF WORLD WAR... 


...NEW YORK ENJOYED 
WHAT IT BELIEVED WAS 
ONLY THE BEGINNING 
OF A GOLDEN AGE... 


...NEVER REALIZING 
UNTIL IT WAS TOO LATE... 


...THAT THAT FRIGID 
WINTER, AS THE /?Ws 
BECAME THE /A50s... 


...HERALDED A CODA TO 
WHAT WAS ACTUALLY 
NO MORE THAN A LONG, 
LANGUOROUS AUTUMN... 


...A BRIEF RESPITE FROM 
HARSH REALITY... 


...BEFORE THE WICKED 
CHILL OF WHAT WILL BE 
NEARLY FOUR DECADES 
OF COLD WAR SETS IN. 


BUT WHILE THE REST 
OF THE CITY DROWSES 
IN THEIR COCOON OF 
SATISFACTION... 


I STILL PON'T SEE 
HOW WE'RE GONNA 
BE ABLE TO (SET ALL 
OF IT, MR. STARK. 


ANP I PON'T SEEM TO 
RECALL HIRING YOU 
FOR YOUR THOUGHTFUL 
CONSIDERATION OF 
THE PROBLEMS OF 
LOGISTICS... 


...SO VO YOUR 
JOB ANP LEAVE 
ME TO — 


...LIVES UP TO 
HIS NAME. 
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REALLY 
NOW, STARK- 


ROBBINS THE 
FEDERAL 
RESERVE? 


HOW MUCH IS 
TOO MUCH? 


I'P HEARP YOU 
WERE DEAD. 


I (5ATHER SY 
"HEARD" YOU 
MEAN "PRAYED.' 


ife- . 

I Bflfi fiflt 


mmmM 

ismtiij 











OVER THE COURSE OF 
THE PAST FIVE TEARS., 


...THE UNDERWORLD OF 
THIS BLESSED CITY HAS 
GROWN INCREASINGLY 
MORE COMFORTABLE... 


...AS THE BONE-CHILLING 
SHRIEK OF THE SHADOW'S 
DEMONIC LAUGH HAS 
SEEMED TO SLOWLY, BUT 
RELENTLESSLY, RETREAT... 


THIS MAN HAS PLAYED 
THIS PART FOR NEARLY 
TWO DECADES. 


IS IT POSSIBLE THAT 
THE SHADOW, a.k.a. 
LAMONT CRANSTON, 
nee KENT ALLARD... 


...LEAVING THE STREETS 
TO THE PREDATORS. 












...NOW, 

JERICH0- 


...HAS REACHED A CROSS¬ 
ROADS IN HIS CRIME¬ 
FIGHTING CAREER? 
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OVER THE NEARLY 
TWENTY TEARS OF HIS 
WAR ON CRIME, THE 
SHADOW HAS BUILT A 
CADRE OF AGENTS... 


...NONE MORE 
FIERCELY LOYAL 
THAN JERICHO 
DRUKE, 





















WITHOUT 

QUESTION, 

SIR... 


...ANP 1 BELIEVE 
I'VE PISCOVEREP 
SOMETHING YOU 
SHOULP SEE. 


HAVE YOU 
ANY IPEA WHAT 
THAT'S 
SUPPOSEP TO 


MY FIRST 
THOUSHT IS 
THAT THEY'RE 
CHARMS OF 
SOME KINP... 


...BUT THAT 
MAKES NO 
SENSE 

WHATSOEVER. 











































THE BOEING ST RATO- 
CRUISER IS THE 
FRANKENSTEIN'S 
MONSTER OF THOSE 
PRE-JETLINER DATS 
OF INTERNATIONAL 
FLIGHT... 


...AND A B-ZR'S 
WINGS TO 
SUPPORT THIS 
UNGAINLY 
AIRBORNE 
MESS. 


FUSELAGES 
GRAFTED 
TOGETHER, 
UPPER AND 
LOWER... 


—IF MY OLP 
PASTOR SACK 
IN WACO EVER 
HEARP YOU TALKIN' 
LIKE THAT... 


...YOU'D BE HALFWAY 
TO H-E-DOUBLE 
HOCKEY STICKS 
'FORE YOU COULP SAY 
"SOP SAVE THE QUEEN." 


WAS THAT THE PASTOR 
WHO HANGED HI/Y\SELF 
OVER THAT SCANPALOUS 
AFFAIR WHEN YOU 
WERE TWELVE? 


NO, SILLY- 


REVERENP 

REICHEN- 

BACH— 


...OLP CHRIS USES 
HIS STAFF TO SEAT 
THAT POOR TOT ON 
HIS SHOULPER INTO 
AN EARLY DEATH. 


OH, SAINT 
HONEYPIE- 

















THE GREAT DEPRESSION AND THE 
SECOND WORLD WAR CAST A PALL Oi 
DOMESTIC PROGRESS IN NEW YORK. 


THE MANHATTAN OF /HAS 
LOOKED MERY MUCH LIKE 
THE MANHATTAN OF /A35. 


BUT WITH ALLIED VICTORY OVER 
THE FORCES OF FASCISM CAME 
UNIMAGINABLE PROSPERITY... 


...AS HARDBOILED NEW YORK CITY, 
HOME TO MILLIONS OF SKEPTICS, 
CYNICS AND ROMANTICS... 


...FOUND ITSELF TRANSFORMED 
INTO A WORLD CAPITAL... 


...OF FINANCE, OF FASHION, 
OF POLITICS... 


...BUT THE SHADOWS CAST AND 
THROWN BY THE IRON SKELETONS 
OF THE NEW MANHATTAN... 


WHAT’S THE 
OCCASION, 
BOSS? 


...THE SAGGING REMINDERS 
OF MANHATTAN'S ROUGH 
AND TUMBLE HISTORY. 


MYSTERY, 

HARRY.., 


NOTHING 
NEW ABOUT 
THAT, CHIEF. 


I'm PYlNfi OF 
CURIOSITY, 
LAMONT. 


NO 

KIDDIN' 


I CAN’T BEGIN 
TO IMAGINE 
EXACTLY WHAT 
STARK WAS 
UP TO... 























IT WOULP 
SEEM TO BE 
A MINIATURE 
SOLP INGOT... 



MOST 


THING AN 
APOLESCENT 
GIRL MISHT WEAR 
ON A CHARM 
BRACELET. 


REALLY NOW, 
LAMONT... 


...IN SIMPLEST 
TERMS, THE 
METALLURGICAL 
EQUIVALENT OF 
AN X-RAY... 


..MV THAT'S 
WHY I LEFT A 
SAMPLE WITH PR. 
TAM TO VO A 
SPECTRO- 
GRAPHIC TEST. 


...THESE ARE FAR 
MORE REALISTIC 
MINIATURES THAN 
ANY CHILD 
WOULP WEAR, 


...ANP IT 
WOULP SEEM 
rHAT DESPITE 
THEIR SIZE.,. 


...THESE 

MINIATURES HAVE 
WHAT IS CALLEP 
THE ATOMIC 
DENSITY Of 
FULL-SIZEP 
SOLP INGOTS. 




















WEST 35th IS ONE OF 
THOSE FABLED STREETS, 
A STRIP OF BEAUTIFULLY 
MAINTAINED 
BROWNSTONES... 


...PRIVATE HOMES THAT 
POINT BACK TO 
ANOTHER LOST ERA OF 
NEW YORK'S HISTORY. 


HOW NICE 
TO SEE YOU 
ASAIN, OLP 
FRIEND. 



IT'S A RARE PAY 
WE ALL FINP 
OURSELVES IN 
NEW YORK, WOT? 


BAH. 


CHARMING 
AS EVER. 


ANP YOU SAY 
SPECTROSRAPHIC 
ANALYSIS 
INPICATES THESE 
ARE FAR MORE 
ATOMICALLY DENSE 


WOULP SEEM? 


WHICH LEAPS 
ME TO BELIEVE 
THAT MY LATE 
NEMESIS, 
PENEPICT STARK.. 


...SOMEHOW 
PEVELOPEP A MEANS 
TO MINIATURIZE THE 
fiOLP IN THE FEDERAL 
RESERVE BANK. 






















TO THIS OAY, 
i can still 

BARELY STANP 
THIS WEATHER. 


AS ANYONE 
IN THEIR RISHT 
/M//V£? WOULP. 


THEN WHY 
ARE YOU HERE, 
MY LORP? 


WE RETURN TO 
AFRICA FOR 
NEW YEAR'S, THANK 
HEAVEN. 


IT'S JANE 
SETS ME HERE. 


SHE STILL PRAWS 
A SENTIMENTAL 
CONNECTION 
BETWEEN THE 
HO LI PAYS ANP 
THE SNOW... 


...BUT 1 PRAW 
THE LINE AT 
SPENPINS 
CHRISTMAS IN 
BALTIMORE. 


THANKS, JOHN, 
BUT I THINK 
I'LL tVWt/C. 














NO WONDER 
YOU WANTEP TO 
BE POSTEP 
ANYWHERE BUT 
HERE. 


WHILE THE UNITED STATES 
EMERGED FROM THE 
EMBATTLED /HHOs AS THE 
GLEAMING CAPITAL OF A 
NEW WORLD... 


...GREAT BRITAIN, BOMBED 
TO RUBBLE, ASSAILED By 
SHORTAGES OF EVERYTHING, 
ITS COLONIES THROWING 
OFF THE y OKE OF EMPIRE... 


WHAT PO 
YOU MEAN, 
PIXIE? 


...SEEMS FOR ALL THE 
WORLD TO BE AT THE TOP 
OF A SLOW BUT STEADY 
SLIDE INTO IRRELEVANCE, 


NO 

OFFENSE, 

SAINT 


,-BUT I WAS EXPECTIN' 
\ LOT MORE "PIP PIP, 
CHEERIO, AN’ JOLLY 


Y'ASK ME, THERE’S 
NOTH IN(3 JOLLY 
ABOUT OLPE 


.,SO WHATAYA 
THINK— 
PIERCEP’R 
CLIPS? 





IS THAT SO? 


r\ fo) r? y 


S ...IT'S A OUMP, 

■ FER HEAVEN'S £3 
&AKE, 

OF COURSE, 
LONPON CAN’T 
HOLP A CANPLE 




1 ^. 

TO WACO, 

I’M S4//?£. 





NO NEEP 

TO <30 ALL 













TWENTY YEARS AGO, THE 
CITY RANG OUT A DECADE 
THAT BEGAN IN PROFLIGACY 
AND ENDED IN RUIN. 


TONIGHT, THE MEN AND 
WOMEN OF NEW YORK CITY 
PUT THE FINISH TO A DECADE 
THAT BEGAN WITH AN 
ISOLATED ISLAND AMERICA... 


...AND ENDS WITH AN AMERICA 
THAT BESTRIDES THE WORLD. 


SINCE TIMES SQUARE FILLED 
WITH MILLIONS CELEBRATING 
TOTAL VICTORY OVER THE 
AXIS FOUR YEARS AGO... 


...NEW YORK, AND THE REST 
OF THE COUNTRY, HAS BASKED 
IN THE ROSY GLOW OF SMUG 
SELF-SATISFACTION. 


ALL TOO SOON, THAT BREEZY 
CONFIDENCE WILL BE 
SHAKEN, THEN SHATTERED... 


...AS THE /H50€, USHER IN A 
NEW ERA OF PARANOIA, FEAR 
AND ABJECT TERROR. 











I'D HAZARP THAT'S 

merely a sisn of 

THE EXISTENTIAL 
DESPAIR OF AGING. 


I DIDN'T 
MEAN... 


WELL, PON'T YOU 
KNOW JUST THE RIGHT 
THINS TO SAY TO MAKE 
A SIRL FEEL UTTERLY 
h, FABULOUS? 


...OH, I SEE 
WHAT YOU'RE 
GETTING AT, 




I 

SO PERHAPS 
YOU'RE NOT A 
COMPLETE 
Jftgjs PRIS, LAMONT. 


l\ £ / ^ 
























YOU'RE STILL THE 
BEAUTIFUL FRIENP ANP 
COMPANION WITH WHOM 
I'VE APVENTUREP FOR 
NEARLY TWENTY YEARS. 


I'M TERRIBLY 
SORRY, MARSO.. 


FOR (SOP'S 
SAKE , 
LAMONT... 


...I DON'T SEEM 
TO BE QUITE 
MYSELF TOPAY. 


YOU'RE PI(3(3IN(3 A 
HOLE FOR YOURSELF 
EVEN THE SHADOW 
COULPN'T FlfiHT HIS 
WAY OUT OF. 


WHY NOT JUST CALL ME 
A PRIEP-UP OLP HAG 
ANP BE DONE WITH IT? 


PARPON ME, 
LAMONT, BUT 
THAT'S UTTER 
NONSENSE. 


THE PROBLEM 
IS YOU'RE TOO 
PAMNEP MUCH 
YOURSELF. 


FACE IT—THE I 

SHADOW HAS SO 1 
COMPLETELY TAKEN 
OVER YOUR LIFE, 
YOU'VE FORGOTTEN I 
ABOUT THE REST OF THE 
WORLP AROUND YOU. 


...IT'S NEW YEAR'S 
EVE, ANP WE'RE 
OUT ON THE 
TOWN- 


ONE OUT INS 
A YEAR POES 
NOT A LIFE— 











I PON'T RECOLLECT 
HER SEIN6 TALLER 
THAN Him. 


WHAT VO 
YOU MAKE 
OF THIS? 


AT THIS 

MOMENT, I HAVEN'T 
A CLUE... 


...my tell 

ME, MAR<SO. 


...WE’VE SEEN 
STARK IN THA 
WOMAN'S 
COMPANY 
BEFORE. 


YES— HER 
NAME IS MONA 
SOMETH INfi^ 













































































LONDON'S NEW YEAR'S 
CELEBRATION LACKED THE FESTIVE 
GLITTER OF NEW YORK... 


...THE RESULTS LESS DUE TO THE I 
CLICHE OF ENGLISH RESERVE... I 


...RATHER, WITH THEIR BELTS 
TIGHTENED AND STUCK IN A 
WARTIME MINDSET OF 
MAKE DO OR DO WITHOUT... 


...LONDONERS JUST AREN'T THAT 
CHEERED BY THE NEW YEAR. 


Dr. SIMON THORPE IS A 
WELL-RESPECTED MEMBER 
OF LONDON'S SCIENTIFIC 
COMMUNITY... 


...A SPECIALIST IN THE NEW 
POST-WAR DISCIPLINE OF 
MOLECULAR PHYSICS. 


BIS SMILE FOR 
THE CAM ERA, 
THORPY HONEY- 


PON'T BE 
SILLY, 
THORPY-- 


—WE'RE 
HERE TO MAKE 
SURE YOU 
KEEP THAT 
SECURITY 
CLEARANCE 
O' YOURS. 


WE'RE ALL 
GOINS TO BE 
GREAT 
FRIENPS, 
Pr. THORPE. 



















HOURS AFTER THE 
CACOPHONY OF 
MIDNIGHT, THE DAWN 
OF THIS NEW YEAR, 
THIS NEW DECADE... 


...FINDS NEW 
YORK CITY 
UNDER A 
BLANKET OF 
SNOW... 


...SNOW THAfT MUFFLES 
ALL SOUND, EVEN THE 
STEADY CLOP OF A 
LONE HANSOM CAB 
IN CENTRAL PARK. 


YOU'RE EVEN 
QUIETER THAN 
USUAL, LAMONT. 


THINKING. 























To discuss this and more, l< 

WWW.DYNAMI 


onto the Dynamite forums at 

E.COM/BOARDS 


Jason Ullmeyer, Senior Graphic Designer 
Katie Hidalgo, Graphic Designer 


















A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW MIDNIGHT IN MOSCOW #1 
FROM HOWARD CHAYKIN’S SCRIPT TO CHAYKIN’S LINE ART & COLORS 


PAGE FOUR 

PANEL ONE 

Across the page in width, one third the page in height. Stark's minions open fire on the off panel Shadow. 

SFX 

BUDDABUDDDABUDDDDA 

DISPLAY/GRAPHIC 

HAHAHAHAHAHA 

CAP 

Over the course of the past five years... 

CAP 

...The underworld of this blessed city has grown increasingly more comfortable... 

CAP 

...As the bone chilling shriek of the Shadow's demonic laugh has seemed to slowly hut relentlessly 

retreat... 

PANEL TWO 

One third across the page in width, two thirds the page in height. FULL FIGURE on The Shadow, as he dodges 
the barrage, laughing insanely. 

SFX 

BUDDDABUDDDA 

DISPLAY/GRAPHIC 

HAHAHAHAHAHA 

CAP 

...Leaving the streets to the predators. 

PANEL THREE 

One third across the page in width, two thirds the page in height. PUSH IN FOR MEDIUM CLOSE ON The 
Shadow, firing back. 

SFX 

BLAMBLAMBLAMBLAM 

DISPLAY/GRAPHIC 

HAHAHAHAHAHA 

CAP 

This man has played this part for nearly two decades... 

PANEL FOUR 

One third across the page in width, two thirds the page in height. CLOSE ON The Shadow, shouting over the 
din of gunfire. 

SFX 

BUDDABUDDABUDDABUDDA 
THE SHADOW 
One moment, Jericho... 

CAP 

...Is it possible that the Shadow, AKA Lamont Cranston, nee Kent Allard... 




































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW MIDNIGHT IN MOSCOW #1 
FROM HOWARD CHAYKIN’S SCRIPT TO CHAYKIN’S LINE ART & COLORS 


PAGE FIVE 

PANEL ONE 

Across the page in width, one third the page in height. WIDE ON Stark's minions, blazing 
away, a WALL OF GOLD INGOTS behind them. 

SFX 

BUDDABUDDABUDDA 

THE SHADOW 
...Now, Jericho— 

CAP 

...Has reached a crossroads in his crime fighting career? 

PANEL TWO 

Across the page in width, one third the page in height. SAME AS ABOVE, as the wall sud¬ 
denly seems to BULGE... 

SFX 

KLURNCHHHH... 

THE SHADOW 
(open burst) 

Now! 

CAP 

Perhaps... 

PANEL THREE 

Across the page in width, one third the page in height. SAME AS ABOVE, as the wall erupts, 
burying the minions in an avalanche of gold ingots. 

SFX 

kluttt-klukkkk- 

DISPLAY/GRAPHIC 

HAHAHAHAHAHA 

CAP 

...And perhaps not. 





































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW MIDNIGHT IN MOSCOW #1 
FROM HOWARD CHAYKIN’S SCRIPT TO CHAYKIN’S LINE ART & COLORS 


PAGE SIX 

PANEL ONE 

Across the page in width, one third the page in height. JERICHO DRUKE, the mountain of a man responsible 
for the avalanche, steps through the cascading ingots. 

SFX 

KLATTERKLUTTERKRUNCHHH! 

DISPLAY/GRAPHIC 

HAHAHAHAHAHA 

CAP 

Over the nearly twenty years of his war on crime, the Shadow has built a cadre of agents... 

CAP 

...None more fiercely loyal than Jericho Druke. 

PANEL TWO 

AN INSET-CLOSE ON an enraged and suddenly terrified Stark. 

STARK 

Oh my god—! 

PANEL THREE 

One third across the page in width, two thirds the page in height. Stark, a minion, and the device are buried 
under nearly a ton of gold ingots. 

SFX 

CHUNNNGKKLLLKKK! 

THE SHADOW (OFF PANEL) 

Nicely done, Jericho... 

PANEL FOUR 

One third across the page in width, two thirds the page in height. TWO SHOT FULL FIGURE ON The Shadow 
and Druke. 

THE SHADOW 
...Very nicely done. 

JERICHO DRUKE 

Thank you, sir... 

JERICHO DRUKE 

...It would seem we arrived in the proverbial nick. 

PANEL FIVE 

One third across the page in width, two thirds the page in height. CLOSE ON The Shadow. 

THE SHADOW 

Quite right... 

THE SHADOW 

...And it would seem the Prince of Evil's reign of terror is finally at an end, thanks to you. 










































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW MIDNIGHT IN MOSCOW #1 
FROM HOWARD CHAYKIN’S SCRIPT TO CHAYKIN’S LINE ART & COLORS 


PAGE SEVEN 
PANEL ONE 

Across the page in width, one quarter the page in height. WIDE ON THE SCENE, as The Shadow and Drake 
react to off panel SIRENS. 

SFX 

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE 
THE SHADOW 
Time to disappear, old friend. 

JERICHO DRUKE 
Without question, sir... 

PANEL TWO 

AN INSET-CLOSE ON a mystified Drake. 

JERICHO DRUKE 

...But I believe I've discovered something you should see. 

PANEL THREE 

AN INSET-TWO SHOT MEDIUM CLOSE ON Drake and The Shadow. Drake drops something glittering into 
The Shadow's gloved hand. 

SFX 

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE 
THE SHADOW 
(open burst) 

!!?! 

JERICHO DRUKE 
My sentiments exactly, sir. 

PANELFOUR 

Across the page in width, one half the page in height. The Shadow and Drake blow out of the building, where a 
YELLOW CAB awaits them. 

SFX 

eeeeeeeeeee e eeeeeee f. e f. ee 

JERICHO DRUKE 

Have you any idea what that's supposed to be, sir? 

THE SHADOW 

My first thought is that they're charms of some kind... 

PANEL FIVE 

AN INSET—CLOSE ON a mystified LAMONT CRANSTON, peering at whatever it is that Drake placed in his 
hand. 

THE SHADOW 

...But that makes no sense whatsoever. 



























































































